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She walked away, leaning heavily on the flagstaff, for
all the strength had gone out of her. With her other hand
she held on to walls and fences to keep herself from
falling. The people kept backing away from her, while
behind and beside her walked the soldiers, shouting:
"Get along, get along!"
She let them pass, then she stopped and looked round.
At the end of the street she saw more soldiers blocking
the entrance into the square, which was empty. The
grey figures ahead of her kept pressing back the people.
She longed to retreat, but involuntarily she went for-
ward until she came to a narrow empty by-street, into
which she turned.
Again she stopped. She gave a deep sigh and listened.
From somewhere in front came the murmur of the crowd.
Leaning heavily on the staff, she set out once more,
now all in a sweat, her brows quivering, her lips moving,
her hand gesticulating as disconnected words flashed
through her mind like sparks, growing in volume until
they burst into the flame of a vast desire to give them
utterance, to cry them aloud!
The by-street made a sudden turn to the left, and here
the mother caught sight of a large group of people.
"You don't brave a line of bayonets just for the fun
of it, brothers!" said someone in a loud, strong voice.
"Did you ever see anything like it? The way they stood
their ground with those bayonets coming at them! As firm
as a rock, and not a bit scared!"
"That's Pavel Vlassov for you!"
"AndtheiAofe&oZ?"
"Hands behind his back and grinning all the while, the
fearless devil!"
"Friends!" cried the mother, pushing her \yay into their
midst. They made way for her respectfully. Somebody
laughed:
"Look, she's got the flag! The flag's in her hands!"
"Shut up," said a stern voice.
The mother held out her arms.

